REGIMENTAL LIFE IN THE KING'S REGIMENT

had made some runs when I was hit on the leg, well wide of
the wicket. No one even thought of appealing, and I was
just about to play the next ball when "Long Leg" suddenly
shouted: "How's that?" The village policeman, who was
umpiring, got very red in the face and said: "Out!" Out
I had to go, and as I passed "Long Leg" he said: "Lucky idea,

wasn't it?"

When we were quartered at Manchester we used to play a
match each year at an asylum in Cheshire to interest the in-
mates. We used to take our regimental band over, but one
of the inmates evidently did not like music; he used to
hide in the bushes and throw bricks into the middle of the
band!
One year we were playing the East Yorkshire Regiment
there. On coming out from lunch I was walking with an
officer, called St. Clair Ford, when one of the inmates came up
to him and said: "What would you give to be as good looking
as I am 2" To which he replied: "I would give a good deal,"
Whereupon the inmate said: "You wouldn't if you were
sober!"
Later, when I was an instructor at Sandhurst, also as a
student at the Staff College, I used to take a side each year
against Broadmoor Asylum. Most of the inmates were very
interested in cricket. All the opposing side had committed
murder; in fact, one year, two of the opposing side had
murdered their mother, cut her up and packed her in a trunk,
and then had gone to Lord's where they were arrested. One
year I had a naval officer called Bach playing for me and I
put him to field in the deep. Shortly after the start a ball was
hit over his head into the cabbages beyond, whereupon all the
spectators in the neighbourhood left their seats and rushed to
help him find it. He had never been there before, and did
not at all realize the situation. When he returned, he came
up to me and said: "Do you know all these fellows ? They
all call you 'Tim'!"
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